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Queene. He is arrefted,but will not obey. 

His Tonnes he faith,{hall be his baile. 

Yorke.How fay you boyes,will you not ? 

EdrvardM.es noble father, if our words will ferue, 

Richard. And ifour words will not,our (words fhall. 

Yorke.Cili hither to the ftake.my two rough Beares. 

King.QzW Rucktngham, *nd bid him arme himfelfe. 

Yorkg.CzW Buckingham and all the friends thou haft. 

Both thou and they (hall . curfe this fatall houre. 

Enter at one doore,the Earles of Salisbury and IParwicke, with Drum 
and Soldiours, u tndat the other doore, the Duke of Buckingham.), 
with Drum and Soldiours. 

Clijf.Kxe thefe thy Beares ? wee’l baite them foone, 

Defpight ofthee, and all thefriends thou haft. 

War. You had beftgo dreame againe> 

To keepe you from the temp eft of the field. 

Clif.l am refolu’d to beare a greater ftornae. 

Then any thou canft coniure vp to day. 

And that ile write vpon thy.Burgonet, 

Might I but know thee by thy houftiould badge. 

Fijr.Now by my fatliers age,oldc’Neuils creft. 

The rampant Beare chaind to the ragged ftaffe, 

This day ile weare aloft my burgonet. 

As on a Mountaine top the Cedar ftiowes, 

That keepes his lcaucs in fpight of any ftorme, 

Eucn to affri ght thee with the view thereof. 

Clif.hnd from thy burgonet will I rend the beare. 

And tread himvnderfoote with all contempt, 

Defpight the beare-ward that process himfo. 

Tong Clif. A nd fo renowned Soueraigne to armes. 

To quell thefe Traitors and their complices. 

Richard. Fie.Charity for fhame/peakc it not in fpight. 

For you Ovallfup with lefus Chrift to night. 

Tong Chf. Foule Stigmatickcthou canft not tell. 
S/irkNb,fofifnot in heaucn,you 1 farely fup in hell. 

Sxitomnes. Alarmtt 




torh md LancAfftr. 

Alarms tothebattaile , and then enter the Duke of Sonterfet and Ri- 
chard fighting, and Richard kilshtmvnder the figne of the Cafile 
mS.Albones. 

Rich. So, Lie thou thcre,and tumble in thy blood. 

What’s hecre,the figne ofthe Caftle ? 

Then the Prophefie is come to paffe. 

For Somerfet was fore-warnd of Caftles, 

The which he alwayes did obferue. 

And now bchold,vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne. 

The Caftle in S .A lb ones, 

Somerfet hath made the Wizzard famous by his death. 

Aldrmes againe, and enter the Earle of Warwicke alone. 

Warwick. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals. 

And if thoudoft not hide thee from the beare. 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes. 

And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

Clifford l fay,come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne L,©rd,Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfc with calling thee to armes. 

Clifford fpeakes within. 

Clif. Warwickeftand ftill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his murchering Curcelax,throgh the fainting troops 
to finde thee out. 

W ar wicke ftand ftill,and ftir not till I come. 

Enter Tor ke. 

War.How now my Lord,what a footc ? 

Who kild your horfe i 

Yorke.The deadly hand of Clifford. Noble Lord, 

Fiue horfe this day flaine vnder.me. 

And yet braue Warwick c. I, remaincaliue. 

But I did kill his horfe he loud fo well. 

The bonieft gray that ere. was bre.din North, 
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